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This darkness
is not aware
of the beginning and the end
of winter or spring
and of limited and unlimited.
Here
there is no daybreak.
Where is the proof
and where is the path
in the void
between the earth and the sky,
filled
with the illusory darkness,
like the chimney of the world,
painted by time
with ink-black smoke?
Whose face is hidden
behind this black mask?
Which heart is concealed
behind these clothes?
What pleasure of touch is there
in the cover of emptiness?
Where is the path
that leads to the temple?
Where is the pulse of darkness?
I can know the path
only if I can feel
the pulse of darkness.
I can know the path
only when the bells begin to ring.
But in this dense darkness,
who knows
what is at the threshold?
The demonic snore of darkness
is the ink-stain
that wiped out the letters.